128            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

indeed. Their heads were shaved like the
back of a poodle, with little tufts of hair left
here and there ; and their faces were painted'
with streaks of dififerent-coloured paints, and
their eyebrows whitened. They wore very
few clothes, but what they had were striped
red and green and a variety of shades. They
walked up to the tent where we were sitting
to watch the sports, all leaning against each
other, and carrying on a lively conversation
in Manipuri, which seemed to amuse the
spectators very much. On reaching the
door of the tent they all fell down at our
feet, making terrible grimaces by way of
greeting, and then they picked each other
up and retired a few yards off and com-
menced the performance. One disguised
himself as an old woman, and another as a
native doctor, and the third as a sick man,
lying on the ground covered with a white
sheet. Someone out of the crowd was im-
pressed into the play, and he had to call
the doctor to the sick man, who was mean-